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At last the Fortress was ready for a trial.

Hayes and Cherymisin got in, and started up the power.
Two of the four motors refused to budge.

Recall, these men were not pilots. They knew a lot
about the mechanism of a Fortress, but neither had
handled the hundred-odd dials, lights, switches and levers
which control these twenty-two ton 300 m.p.h. monsters.

They got out, climbed along the wing, and worked
over the dud engines all through that night, while the
noise from the stormed city came much nearer.

At the crack of dawn, the final Japanese assault on
Bandoeng commenced. The Dutch troops had already
retired into the hills, leaving behind only a few death-or-
glory men to delay the invaders.

As the artillery rolled like thunder, and formations of
Japanese aircraft hummed overhead, while the sky-was
beginning to stain with the faintest light and the earth
seemed blacker than midnight, the Fortress motors started
up properly at last.

There were eighteen refugees aboard, including some
injured men, ten women, and a crowd of children crammed
into the bomb-racks.

It was deadly dark on that cratered aerodrome, and
any display of lights would certainly have brought down
a rain of bombs from the enemy machines passing steadily
over to join in the destruction of the city.

So a Javanese volunteered to stand at the end of the
runway with a lighted lantern, shaded over the top.

Think of it, you who read sitting in an armchair;
this man, whose name is not known, offered to stand there
with twenty-two tons of flying metal racing straight
at him. He was ready to take a hundred-to-one chance
of being cut down so as to give those refugees a chance that